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Dear children, 

Each one of vou have 2 one tents that you can cultivate, 
Writing is one of then There are so many things that you can 
can de cut, You can write abc {he evenrday things shar gar 
aboard enjoy, about hinge {hat vou feel are within yen and 
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A cat, a hen, a sheep and a cow 
were the inmates of a farmer's 
house, They were very good 
friends, The farmer was greedy 
and selfish, His selfishness knew 
no bounds. Profit making was his 
sole motive. The animals were 
treated as slaves and were denied 
their natural rights and never allow: 
ed to live as animals do. For 
instance, the cat's kittens were 
thrown into the jungle and hen was 
deprived of the right to rear chic: 
kens. He sold the sheep's kids to 
butchers for profit and the cow's 
milk was denied to her calves. 
‘Theywere very unhappy with him, 

If the cat was asked about the 
problems, she would unhesi tantly 
say 

“Though | am staying in his 
house, he does not give me any 
food. | earn it for myself from the 
garbage in the courtyard. I don't 
allow the garbage to pile up nor 
do !letit remain stinking. But I am 


not getting the love and affection 
that | deserve forthis service. Itisa 
fact that I go through the annual 
ordeal of pregnancy but he throws 


my children into the jungle to die, 
He alleges that | give birth to off- 
spring only to consume the food in 
the house, This is absurd and | 
don't lke it.” 

The hen would say 

“lay eggs round the year. But 
the farmer never lets me hatch eggs 
for rearing chickens, He sells the 
‘eggs to earn money. This is intoler: 
able.” 

‘The sheep would havea different 
tale to tell 





“My children are sold to the 





slaughter house that supplies meat 
inthe town, The heartless butchers 
kill my kids and cut their slender 
bodies to pieces and... it is heart- 
tending indeed!" 

The complaint of the cow would 


“The farmer extracts milk from 
my udder leaving nothing for my 
calves to drink. My children are 
keeping ill-health for want of feed- 
ing, 

‘The life of the animals was miser- 
able, but they could not do anything 
to change it. During the routine 
chats that they had, they used to 
discuss their intolerable situation 
in life. One day they got together 
and a serious meeting was held. 
After much thought, they took the 
decision to run away from the 
clutches of the farmer and live else- 
where. 

‘One morning after an earlybreak: 
fast, the ‘gang of four’ walked off 
from the farmer's house. Theywent 
along the village road. For the first 
time a magnificent world opened 
before them. Everything seemed 
beautiful. They saw wide roads, 
colourful parks, clusters of houses, 
rivers and paddy fields. They met 
people going about chattering with 
each other. Everything delighted 
them. They made friends with the 
freely blowing breeze, the flowing 
streams and the flying birds. They 
played with them and exchanged 
ideas and experiences. Atlast they 
stopped for a little rest, They were 
tired of walking for long, and their 
limbs ached. It was a lonely hilly 
valley. In the distance, they saw a 


4 


village with a vast expanse of green 
fields and thatched houses, surroun- 
ded by trees. 

The ‘gang of four,’ by then, had 
covered a great distance, “The 
scorching sun was high above their 
heads. It was mid-day. They began 
to feel hungry. But where to get 
food from? So they separated from 
each other and entered the village 
in search in food. 

The cat went to a house and 
peeped into the kitchen, While 
she searched for food, someone 
rained heavy blows upon her back. 
She ran away howling with pain, 

The hen, while hopping about 
here andthere for food, was spotted 
by a jackal. He rushed at her. 
Terrified she ran for safety, just 
‘managing to save her life. 

The sheep and cow rushed toa 
paddy field where the lush green 
crops stood sweet and ripe, Bythe 
time they had eaten one or two 
mouthfuls, the angry farnfers beat 
them with stout sticks and chased 
them away, 

‘These experiences taught the four 
animals a lesson. They cursed 
themselves for being foolish and 
running away from the comfort of 
their home. Tired and hungry, the 
“gang of four’ somehow returned 
home to the farmer's house by late 
evening. 

They no longer felt the need for 
anything beyond food and shelter, 
and lived happily ever after, thank: 
ing God for the comforts that they 
enjoyed. 


By VENKULAM DHANAPALAN 
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1 Ahii ANN | 
that the electric ee! can pro: 

duce a shock of more than 500 °* ..... one thitd of our life is spent 

volts to stun it prey? in sleep? 

.. that the most poisonous ani- * .... that in a few million years, 

mals in the world are foundinwarm, the sun will die leaving behind a 

temperate or tropical regions? midget star that will cool and shrink 

* .u.that nobody dies solely of old into a dark ball of ash? 

age? Death almost always follows * .... that amphibians, frogs, toads, 

some illness, accident, shock or newts and salamanders are believed 

strain which the bodycannotbear. to have evolved from fishes? 


Taine soy] They cushion the vehicle against 


Dunlop of bumps or holes in the roads and 
Britain produced the first air. have:to kept in good condition, 
filled tyre, wheels of vehicles were The pressure of air in the tyre has 
made of either solid rubber or iron. to be just right;ifit is too low or too 

Today, tyres are so important to_high, driving may become dange- 
the car or bus or any other vehicle. rous. 

















Rhymes like “Mery go round the mulberry 
bush... Thiss the way we brush our teeth, 
early in the morning... teaches the child 
to follow the regular routines of life 
Rhymes ke ‘One, two, buckle my shoe, 

teaches him to count. Nobody should 
ever think that a nursery thyme i silly oF 
useless 








R, Sudhish Kamath, aged 14, 
5.8.0.4, School and Junior College, 
Madras on 101 
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Dear Editor. 


Everyone knows how sweet tis to hear 
1 small boy o a sing a nursery rhyme, 


Eye a 


Dear Editor 


Mark 7 
his poem ‘L 


49 the famous humourist in 
and Away’, has described 








the aeroplane as exciting because I les 
high in the sh 

‘Now, aeroplanes have become coffins 
for the people who fly on them, because 
of negligence in operating and maintain 
ing them. The recent air erash of the Air 
Bus A 320 at Bangalore has taken the 
lives of more than %) people. 

Air accidents have become common 
‘ot only in India, but in other countries 
also, Though there have been many tech 
nical developments and scientific findings 
regarding airtravel, the number of acch 



























Even grown-ups do not forget the rhymes 
that they learn as children. I think that 
these rhymes are wonderful. They are 
among the first things that 2 child learns 
Inschool. In other words, a small boy or 
il opens his career in school through 
‘ursery rhymes. 

Rhymes teach the child to speak clearly 




















dentsisalso increasing. Hence, scientist, 
govemments, air companies and the aero 
plane crew should try their best to make 

riskless and tensionsless 





airtravel, asa 
journey 


R, Ganesh, Suds IX, 
nd 
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Dear Editor 


Aten year old boy comes to ourareato 
sell vegetables, One day when he came 
to our house, lasked him why instead of 
‘going to school, he was earning his ving 
al this tenderage, In reply he sald that he 
went to school in the mornings, and after 
doing his homework, came to sell vege 
tables. Since his parents could not aff 








to buy his school books, he saved the 


























‘money he got to buy them at the end of 
the year, Though his looks were childish, 
set in his face, there was a seriousness 
\which one could respect as one of purpose, 
He is indeed a ‘Promising Son of Indi 
and a shining example’ for other children, 


M. Hema Kaj, aged 15, 
St Joueph’s Anglo tndian School 
pall 620018 








Dear Editor. 
Jn many régions of Indio, there have 
‘occured several clashes recently. There 
‘are more educated people today, than 





‘were were ever before. What Is the 
value of education, f we cannot le 
peacefully together? The question of 
education apart. we all know that the 
‘earth is meant for people of al folthx 
Noture does not differentiate between 
‘people of one community and another. 
The sur, the moon, the star, the clouds 
the air bestow their bounty on all the 
human beige, imespective of their 
religion, caste and colour, 

As the budding citizens of India and 
‘an enlightened world of the future, et 
all the readers of Gokulam Yoke a vox, 
ever to fall prey to such unworthy 
assions as communalism, 


XK. Sathyadey, aged 1234, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya No, 1, 
‘Trichy ~ 620 O16 
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Do'Ghosts' really exist? 
K.S Deepak Kumar, 
‘aged 13, Oxford School 
Bangalore. 


Ghosts are thought to be the 

spirits of dead persons that 
‘appear either in physical or spec: 
tral (spiritual) form on earth. Many 
people all over the world believe in 
them, There are supposed to be 
good ghosts, and wicked ghosts. 


Ye 
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People who believe in them think 
that itis those who are wicked on 
earth, or those who die violent 
deaths, who become ghosts. 
‘Nobody can really say whether 
ghosts exist or not. As with most 
things that are not proved to be 
facts of reality, there are many who 
dobelieve in ghosts, as well as many 
who think that spirits do not exist. 


When will the earth die? 


K.S. Kiran, aged 11, 
ca The Home School, 
[Bangalo 





There are many theories of how 

the universe started and howit 
‘will end, Here is an interesting 
one. This theory says that a long 
time ago, the Universe was just a 
single mass, that is, all the matter 
in the universe existed as one body. 

This single body of matter, in 
course of time, exploded and form- 
ed the universe, Bits of the matter 
became the sun, the planets, the 
stars... 

This theory holds that the uni- 
verse is constantly expanding, and 
then, after a long time will start 
contracting. Thatis, first the differ- 
ent parts of the universe begin to 
move further away from each other, 
and after some time, the reverse 
will take place and all the planets 
the stars, etc, will start moving 
towards one central point. 

When this happens, finally, all 
the matterin the universe will come 
together at one point, react to 











gether, and once more an explosion 
will ake place, and the old universe 
will be destroyed, and a new one 
formed. But thisisonly one theory! 

The earth asa part of the universe 
is most likely to die with it. All the 
living matter on this earth adapts 
elf to the changes in its environ 
ment and willlive for a long time. 
Earth stil has many years of exis: 
tance. 





lephants can be caught in many 
]ways.Besides digginga ‘trench’ 
and covering it with leaves and 
branches to trap the elephant, an 
other method is ‘noosing' them like 
the cowboy ‘noses’ his cattle 
‘This method is used only in open 
country and never in dense forests. 
Here, men lie in amb ush along an 
elephant path. Once the herd is 
sighted, they are made to panic by 
lighting crackers or firing blank 


cartridges from a rifle. 

‘Then an experienced man selects 
@ young elephant and slips the 
noose over a hind leg, while at the 
same time, the rope is wound 
around a tree and tied toit securely. 
All this is done very quickly. Then 
the trapped animal is pulled up 
with a jerk and it falls 

The men tie ropes around the 
neck and the other legs of the 
captured elephant to make it secure. 








Bajju :Dad! There's a lady here asking 
for a contribution for the temple 
renovation, 

Dad : Is that all? Give her a brick, will 
you? 

<M, Murali and M. Prakash 
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Kavi : How would you cut the sea in 
hall? 


Rahul : You can't silly! 


Kavi : You can too! Only you must 
use a sea saw! 
— Pawan Rao, aged 12 
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cence between acting for an adver 
tisement and in acting ina film? 
Gokulont : What film areyou act Shruti : There is only a litte light 
ting in? when I do an advertisement, In 
Shruti : Lam acting with Revathy a film, the lighting is more. So it 
and Raghuvaran, and with two 8 very hot. 
child-artistes, Tarun and Shar: 
mile. The naine of the film is Gokulam : Do you have to learn 
‘Anal your dialogues by heart? 
Shruti : No. The directo 
Gokulam : Do you like acting? what to do and say, bai 
Shruti : Yes. Itisfun andlenjoy What he tells me. 
acting 


Gokulom : Isit funin the studios? 
Gokulam ; Do you find a differ- Shruti : 
12 





have lots of fun. Isome 


times play with Sharmilee, even 
though she is younger than Iam. 
On my birthday, there was a sur- 
prise party for me. 


Gokulam : 
you? 

Shruti : They gave mea big Butter- 
cake, but I didn't have any be- 
cause I don't like cakes. 


What did they give 


Gokulam : Where there any exci 
ting’scenes that you liked doing? 

Shruti : There was one scene in 
which Tarun and I had to go in 
therain alone and catch a tax. | 
liked doing that scene. Then | 
liked acting in a scene where | 
had to sit in a rocket, and there 
was a song, 


Gokulam : Which school do you 
go to? 

Shruti : 1 go to Vidya Mandir, 1 
will be going to the third standard. 


Gokulam : Do your friends in 





Bees the aircraftwas invented, 
many daring men had tried to 
‘make themselves wings so that they 
could fly, An English monk, Oliver 
of Malmesbury, tried to fly down 
from the tower of the Malmesbury 
Abbey. He fixed a pair of thin 
wings made of wood across his 
shoulders and a steering wheel to 
heels and unsuccessfully, fell 
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school know that you are acting? 
What do they say to it? 
Shruti : Yes, They all know that! 
am acting, and they don't say any: 
thing. 


Gokulam : How many days in a 
week do you have to go to the 
studios? 


Shruti : For some weeks | don't 
goatall, and in some weeks I go 
almost everyday to act. 


Gokulam : Would you like to act 
in another movie? 


Shruti : No, Idon'twantto act for 
another film. 


Gokvlam : What would you like 
to become when you grow up? 

Shruti : One day when Iwas shoot- 
ing, an astrologer told me that I 
will become a doctor. I want to 
become a teacher because I like 
to draw and wiite on the black 
board. 








right down from the tower, nearly 
breaking his bones. 

Another person who was interes: 
ted in the theory of flight was the 
great painter, Leo nardoda Vinci. 
He worked out designs to prove 
that man would need many mecha: 
nical devices ifhe had to fly. Itwas 
onlyatter about four centuries later, 
that man actually made the aero: 
plane. 
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THE 


BLIND 
PRINGE 


ong, long ago, in a kingdom 

far away, there lived a young 
Prince who was blind, He was 
handsome and strong, but being 
blind, he was unable to enjoy the 
beauty around him, This made 


animal close beside him, It was 
sniffingat his food. The kind-heart- 
ed Prince shared the food with the 
dog, for the animal, as he felt it 
with his hands, was nothing but 
skin and bones. After this, the dog 
began to follow him about in his 
journey. 

After travelling for several days, 
the Prince reached the kingdom of 
a Tyrant, Now this Tyrant was so 
cruel, that his wife had died years 
ago from unhappiness, and his only 
daughter was shut up in her rooms 
simply because the Tyrant wished 
it. 

And allthe people in his kingdom 
were unhappy. Theyhad forgotten 
how to laugh and be happy, for 
they always had something or the 


him very angry and unhappy, “other to worry about. They had to 


“Lam my father’s heir,” he thought, 
“Yet, of what use is a blind king to 
bis kingdom?” So he decided to 
explore on his own, the wide and 
beautiful world 

“How can you travel aloné?” the 
King asked him, when the Prince 
told him of his decision, 

“You cannot see whera you are 
going,” 

“Lam determined to go,” said 
the Prince, “I shall take this long 
stick with me to guide me.” 

Then bidding goodbye to every 
body in the palace, the Prince set 
out on his journey. He had with 
himjust a bundle of clothes, and 
some food. When he felt the heat 
ofthe noon-daysun upon hishead, 
the Prince, felt his way with his 
stick and sat under a tree, While 
coting, he felt the presence of an 
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work hard for their living, and 
they earned just enough to eat, 

When the Prince entered this 
kingdom with his dog, he was a 
strange figure. Hisbright and happy 
face, his sightless eyes, and his dusty 
‘ahd shabby clothes made him look 
so beautiful, that people just stood 
and stared at him as he passed by, 
tap-tapping away with his stick, his 
dog by his side. 

Spies soon informed the Tyrant 
of the stranger in his land. ‘The 
Prince was called to the court of 
the Tyrant. 

“Who are you?" asked the 
Tyrant 

“And why have you come to my 
kingdom?” 

“Lam the Prince of a faraway 
land.” replied the Prince. “I cannot 
see sol cannot le. Ihave decided 








to travel the world in mylifetime.” 

The Tyrant was suspicious. And 
soon, the unfortunate Prince found 
himself in prison, his dog beside 
him 

“What has my dog done that he 
isin prison beside me?” asked the 
Princeto his quard. The kind-heart 
ed quard let the dog out 

Now, the dog without his master, 
went through the palace of the 
Tyrant without being seen by any 
‘one. At last he came to the room 
where the Princess, the Tyrant's 
daughter was being kept 

The door of her room was open, 
but was guarded by two soldiers, 
The Princess saw the dog outside 
her door, standing sadly watching 
her. 

“Whose dog is that?” she asked 


the guards, 

“He is the dog of that blind Prince 
who is now in prison,” they said. 
“We don't know how he reached 
here,” They were about to chase 
away the’ dog, when the Princess 
said, “Let him stay. Tell my father 
that I want to speak to him.” 

So, when the Tyrant came to 
see his daughter, she said, “Father, 
why have you imprisoned that poor 
blind Prince. What can he do to 
woe 

“[ shall do what I please! Is this 
why you called me here?” asked 
the Tyrant. The Princess felt sad. 

“Father, | would like to see thi 
Prince. Canyou take me to him 

They were soon in the prison of 
the Prince, He was singing softly 
to himself, with a wonderful happy 











look on his face. He heard their 
footsteps and turned in their direc: 
tion. 

““Lhave only one question to ask 
you, O Prince,” said the Princess 
“Why do kings become Tyrants?” 
The Tyrant’s face grew red. 

“Only cowards become Tyrants.” 
replied the Prince. “Such kings 
are always afraid.” “You blind 
worm!" shouted the Tyrant. “Here 
{sasword! Defend yourself against, 
meandwe shall see who the coward 
is.” 

The Prince, despite being blind, 
had learnt all that a prince should 
He skillfully defended himself, 
sensing from the sound, where the 
‘Tyrantwas. And, in short, sudden 
move, pierced the Tyrant’s heart. 

The Princess exclaimed in 
sorrow, “The Tyrant is dead, and 
the people are free. You are king 
now O Prince!” 

‘The Prince threw his sword away. 





“I have killed without reason, 1 
have no wish to become king. I 
wish to be free. The world is my 
kingdom, and Iam king, Rule the 
kingdom, Princess, and rule wisely.” 
So saying, the Prince took up his 
stick and went out of the palace 
prison. His dog was waiting for 
him 

“Let us go my friend.” said the 
Prince to the dog. “The world 
awaits me, | want to smell the 
freedom of day and night and feel 
the softness of the grass to lie upon.” 

Soon the Prince was tap-tapping 
his way out of the kingdom of the 
dead Tyrant, with his dog bounding 
before him.’ The blind Prince was 
fon his way to future lands and 
stranger adventures. Butwhat can 
be stranger than a blind prince 
travelling the world alone with only 
a. dog beside him? 


SANDHYA RAMAN 





Those 


Childhood 








Indira Gandhi ved through the freedom movement 
4s it drew to a close and became the first woman Prime 
Minister of free India. She had a colourful childhood 
when she met many great heroes of our Freedom 
Movement and studied in Shantiniketan under Rabindra: 
nath Tagore. We retell some of her remembrances of her 
childhood from her books of personal essays, Anand 
Bhawan and Remembered Moments. 


I 
BIRTHDAYS 


nand Bhavan was the fore thewinter the cotton threshers 

house of my grandfather came to clean the cotton and fill 

Motilal Nehru. It was a the razais (quilts). Then there were 

huge place, with a lot of all kinds of entertainers — the 

space for running around, playing bhaliwala (the bear-man), the ban- 
hide-and-seek and other games. _ danwala (the monkey-man), acro: 
Those were days when one did bats, conjurors, minstrels and so 
not go to shops. Most wares came on. There were those who sold 
to the house. Hawkers brought kulfiand chhat (eatables, sweet and 
not only fruit and vegetables but hot). The air was full of sounds. 
everything one could think of. Be- Even without hearing the words 
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one could make out by the tunes 
what was being sold and the servant 
would rush in to ask whether the 
hawker should be called in 

Once a year came the time for 
new cotton clothes. Bales of white 
muslin or other material would be 
bought. The dyer, the printer and 
the tailor would all come. The 
daughters and the daughters in-law 
of the house would choose their 
colours and their patterns, and for 
some days it was heaven for us 
little ones, who would be busy 
dyeing small bits of cloth and hand. 
kkerchiefs and using the hand blocks 
to make patterns of everything we 
could layhands on. The jorhas (as 
the sets of clothes were called) were 
put by wrapped in apiece of muslin 
and labelled with the name of the 
person and the occasion on which 
itwas to be worn. On Teej (festival 
of swings) all the younger women 
wore lahngas (wide skirts) and 
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orhnis (upper cloth). Everybody 
wore new clothes for Nauroz (the 
New Year Day of Kashmiris) and 
on his or her birthday, as also for 
the husband's birthday. Everybody 
‘wore something yellow on the day 
of Vasant Panchami, the spring 
festival 

Birthdays were very special. On 
waking up, one was shown a thali 
(brass plate) filled with rice ete. and 
then one was weighed against grain. 
The grain and everything one had 
‘on at that moment were then distr 
buted tothe poor. If you happened 
to have jewellery it was just too 
bad, it had to go too, There was a 
brief puja called ‘Prapun', after 
which came the time for presents, 
This was the Indian partof the day. 
Later on there was sometimes a 
western style party. On my father's 
birthday, instead of giving him pre. 
sents, my grandfather gave blankets 
or something useful to the poor. 


II 


A GOOD NURSE 


remembered Anand Bha 
wan as a gracious house. 
A great deal must have 
been happening all the 
time but my own memories are of 
stray incidents, 

No matter what happened in 
Allahabad or the neighbouring dis 
tricts, insult or injury of any kind, 
the news came to us immediately, 

Once there was a firing in a 
village. Three or four teenagers 


were wounded, one very seriously, 
with his intestines perforated. 
Quick as a flash, Mummie took 
the decision to convert a part of 
the old house into a hospital. My 
grandfather's room became the 


main ward, The Indian dining 
room, which was all marble and 
therefore much easier to keep 
clean, was converted into an opera: 
tion theatre 

The doctors were afraid of treat 
ing the victims of firing, for the 
British stance was that there had 
been no firing! Mummie managed 
to persuade a couple to come after 
dark. For daytime, Mummie mobi 
lized me and some other young 
persons for round-the-clock duty. 
Twas a good nurse, quiet and 
capable in work and able to foresee 
the patient's wants. Three of the 
boys were in great pain buta gradual 
improvement in their condition was 





visible. 


‘The fourth remained un 
conscious and the doctors said there 





was little chance of recovery. For 
me it seemed to be a challenge. | 
staked all my faith and power of 
prayer: “Dear God, if he does not 
get well, shall never believe in you 
again!" I stuck by his bedside night 
and day until | myself had deep 
hollows under my eyes. “You look 
like a scarecrow,” said one of my 
aunts, Mummie's concern was 
deeper, She felt it was wrong to 
decide what God should do, One 
must do one’s best but ultimately 
one must accept what happens. 
She thought that ifthe boy did die, 
as seemed inevitable, | might have’ 
abreakdown, Buton the third day 
his eyelids fluttered and from then 
on a gradual improvement set in 
and the day came when alll of them 


| could be packed off home. 


Years later — during one of my 
Visits to my father's Parlimentary 
constituency, a rather cantanker 
us person Was introduced to me 
He lifted up his shirt to show the 
long, ugly scar across hisabdomen 
and informed the gathering that | 
had saved his life. 

Old Munshij’s cottage was con. 
verted into the Congress dispen 
sary, Itgrew into the Kamala Nehru 
Memorial Hospital in memory of 
my mother. 


Ill 
MY SCHOOLS 


y first school —so | am 
told, for | have only the 
foggiest recollection of 
being taken somewhere 


to rest — was the kindergarten 
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section of the newly-opened 
Modern School in Delhi. In fact 1 
\was probably amongst its firstbatch 
of students, This was during one 
of my brief yearly visits to my mater: 


nal grandparents, whose house was 
in Sita Ram Bazar in Old Delhi. 
Next | was sent to what was 
officially named St. Cecilia's High 
School in Allahabad but more 
popularly known as Miss Camerons’ 
— after the three sisters of that 
name who ran the school. Iwasn't 
happy there. Most young children 
are conformists and I was made to 
feel | was different. What set me 
apart was the political background 
of my parents, the clothes I wore, 
for the Khadi — or Khaddar, as it 
was then called — of those days 
\was too thick to allow of any pattern 
except that of astraight kurta, Also 
T was painfully shy and miserably 
thin, Sometimes, in order not to 


appear in the kurta and be made 
fun of, my younger aunt, Krishna 
Nehru, would conspire with me and 
help me to take off my kurta so 
that I could stay in my petticoat, 
which passed off as a sleeveless A: 
shaped dress. We were taught drill 
by a British sergeant-major who 
‘cracked a whip to keep usin line! | 
clearly remember a huge ‘ber’ tree 
which was a constant tempter for 
the fruits as well as for climbing 
and consequently for punishment 


My stay at Miss Camerons' was 
cut short by my first trip to Europe. 
accompanied my parents in search 
of better treatment for my mother's 
ill health, 


IV 
WHAT I LEARNT FROM MY PARENTS 


Truth and courage were the vir 
tues instilled in me by my parents. 
I cannot remember the actual 


words. | called my grandmother 
Dol Amma. ! loved her asa person 
for her delicateness and because 





she was good to me, but I felt she 
‘was different from my parents and 
Dadu. 


When my father and grandfather 
began working for the Freedom 
Movement I didn't understand what 
it was all about. In the evenings, 
when we sat together on our up: 


stairs verandah, Papu would talk 
to Mummie of the utter misery of 
‘our farmers, of the feelings it arous- 
ed in them and | would interrupt 
with questions. Outof these sessions 
grew the fierce pride and love of 
India — not in the glitter and the 
glory — but in the fortitude of the 
ordinary people. 


Vv 
THE THINGS I LOVE 


| love the rain — walking in it, 
feeling its freshness on my face. | 
love the smell of the earth when 
the first rains come — in Hindi we 
call it "sondhi", I love the clean 
look the rain gives to street and 
houses, I love the glistening of 
leaves, | love the new leaves, so 


tender and flowerlke, Hove flowers 
with their myriad shapes and hues, 
especially wild ones which manage 
to survive impossible conditions of 
soil and clime and peep out of 
nooks and crannies, But even more 
so, trees — old ones, with gnarled 
trunks and wide, spreading bran 





ches, There is such comfort, shade 
and dignity in them, such a feeling 
of history. With mountains | feel 
emotionally involved, the lower 
pine-scented and forested ones, the 
high ones covered eternally with 
snow and interspersed with awe: 
some glaciers, Ilike even the barren, 
sandy or rocky ones. They all give 
a sense of strength and continuity, 
like sitting on the grass, provided 
there are no creepy creatures craw: 
ling over me. | delight in walking 





barefoot on dewy grass. 

love trains and ships. And boats 
of all types, and train whistles and 
ships’ horns. 

Tove old books and old maps. | 
love old-style houses of the time 


when lives were simple, I love 
period furniture, | love copper 
articles and the old, traditionally 
shaped Indian vessels for rice mea- 
sures, for water etc. 


VI 
REMEMBERING ‘BAPU’ 


It is difficult to say when I first 
came into contact with Gandhi 
He forms part of my earliest me 
mories and as a very small child | 
regarded him not as a great leader 
but more as an elder of the family 
towhom Iwentwith difficulties and 
problems which he treated with the 
grave seriousness which was due 





to the large-eyed and solemn child 
Iwas. Later, [disagreed with many 
of his ideas and had long discuss- 
ions with him. 

Iwas amazed at his patience, his 
interest in and awareness of the 
minutest details and the real pain 
he felt at any wrong-doing. 
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Lucy is our house doggy 
She isa litle bit crazy 
ha brown skin s0 glossy 
She is often in ecstasy 





She wags her tail 

‘When the postman comes with the mail 
She guards our house 

And loves chasing a mouse 

She often crouches 

With squeals and screeches: 

She gives her hand to shake, 

In return for a titbit to partake. 

She sleeps beneath the sofa, which 
She keeps as clean as she is 

She licks our hands when she is happy 
‘And gives a big kiss which is sloppy. 
She's glad when she sees the chain 
To go out into the lane, 

To fight with the other dogs 

And catch the moths 


Gevjolatchoumy C., aged 14 










DREAMS, They are in every one 
They shine as bright as the sun. 
They do last for a long while = 
Until they “one on other" makea pile. _ 
Then, they decay and get rotten, 
Or else they are forgotten. 
DREAMS, They are usually very far 
To reach it there is a lot of bar. 
Dreams and aims have a signified link, 
When not achieved, they together sink. 
Dreams discussed here are not that of night, 
But that of the human plight 
DREAMS, They are planned, not of a sudden, 
When not achieved, the person becomes sullen. 
Dreams, they are like the ingredient of a cream, 
And our life is the cream, it seems. 
When the dreams are swept, 
‘The person becomes mentally in debt. 
He then hates living, 
After all he exhibits the character of a human being — 
Not to accumulate dreams is wise, 
Cause everytime you fail, you feel life has no “SUNRISE”. 


Vijay S., aged 15. 





M 22 2nd Arun were playing 
as usual in the empty plot 
behind their house. 

Today they played football, each 
taking turns to kick the ball as high 
as possible. Arjun gave the ball a 
hefty kick and it sailed gracefully 
over the walls of The Four Lions, a 
big house on the other side of the 
empty plot. 

“Its fallen inside The Four 
Lions.” whispered Meera, her eyes 
round, 

“It has fallen inside The Four 
Lions.” repeated Arjun horro- 
struck. 

The Four Lions was a huge 
square compound with high walls, 
with a fierce looking lion made out 
of cement sitting on each corner of 
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the wall. Nobody knew who owned 
the house, for it remained empty 
throughout the year. 

The gates lay on the other side. 

“Its Shekar’s football.” said 
Meera. 

“And we took it without telling 
him,"Said Arjun. Shekar was their 
elder brother. And Meeraand Aun 
were scared of him. They remem 
bered the time when they had bor 
rowed his transistor and broken it. 
Shekar had been very, very angry. 
Meera shivered. 

“We have to get the ball back 
somehow.” : 

“Yes,” said Arjun. Lets walk to 
the other side, to the gates and see 
if anybody is there.” 

The huge gates to The Four 
Lions were rusty, and there were 


weeds all overthe place. The house 
was dark, except for a dim light 
shining in one of the upstairs 
windows. 

“There is someone living here!” 
exclaimed Arun 

“Let's go and ask them if we can 
take our ball” 

“L..uJet's" agreed Meera, 

Arjun pushed at the gate, and it 
opened silently. 






Readers. 
write to us 


THE FIRST EVER 
PLASTIC. SURGEON 
D ii xou know that the first ever 
plastic surgeon wasan Indian? 
Regarded as the father of plastic 
surgery, Susruta, who wasa descen: 
dant of the Vedic sage Vishwamitra 
lived in the sixth century B.C. 
Susruta leat surgery and medi 
cine under Divodasa Dhanvantari 
in his hermitage in Varanasi, as 
was the custom of those days. He 
then began to research into other 
branches of medicine and master 
them. He could treat fractures, 
remove urinary stones, do cataract 
operations for the eye, and even 
did ‘caesarean’ operations! 


‘They went to the verandah of 
the house and searched for the 
bell switch. 

“Here itis.” said Meera, and she 
stood on her toes and pressed the 
switch. 

‘Trrrrring!” it rang 


What happens when Meera 
tings the bell at The Four Lions? 
Do theyget back their football? 


hundred: 
cond instalment of 
of nt complete 
hat happens 10 
Four Lions. 
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DM vita es 2 fruit seller. Early 
every morning, he would go 
to the forest to collect ripe mangoes, 
and then sell them in the nearby 
market. In this way, he made his 
living 

One morning, before collecting 
the mangoes, he decided to rest 
under a tree in the forest. After 
sleeping fora while, he awoke, and 
placing his basket on his head. 
began to walk towards the mango 
trees, Suddenly, he felt his empty 
basket begin to grow heaw. It 
became heavier with every step he 
took, and he was beginning to feel 
frightened. 

Then, he heard a voice say, 
“Don'tbe afraid. I'm the nymph of 
this forest. For a long time, | had 
been wanting to be carried by a 
man. You have helped me to fulfill 
my wish, $0 | wll grant you a boon, 

Mohan could not believe his luck 
He said, "Let my basket be filled 
with ripe, golden mangoes.” And 
that day, at the market he was able 
to sell the mangoes for more money 
than he had ever seen in his life 

The next day, at the forest, he 
went to the same tree under which 
he had rested the previous day 
and called out forthe nymph. The 
kind nymph granted him another 
boon. This time, greed overtook 
Mohan 

“Oh, nymph,” said Mohan. “Fill 
iy basket with gold and diamonds.” 
‘The nymph granted his wish and 
disappeared. Overjoyed, Mohan 
began walking home. 

Suddenly, in the middle of the 
pathway, stood a thief. Pointing a 








Jaf at Mohan, the thief said, “Give 
me all that you have.” 

Mohan did not want to lose the 
gold and diamonds thatthe nymph 
had granted him. He tried to fight 
the thief, but soon he was so badly 
injured, that he had to run for his 
lite. 

That evening, the king's soldiers 
went around the kingdom announ: 
cing a prize of 5000 gold coins for 
anybody who could catch the thief 
dead or alive. 

The next day, Mohan went back 
tothe same tree in the forest. “Oh, 
Nymph!” he cried. “Your boon 
was nothing but a curse to me.” 

“Ungrateful man!” she replied 
in anger. “May the first man that 
sees you die!” 

Mohan now became frightened. 
“How can Igo into the village?” he 
thought. “The first person who 
sees me will die.” 

Suddenly, before him stood the 








thief, who was waiting to waylay 
Mohan, thinking that his basket 
might contain more gold and 
diamonds. 

‘As Mohan looked at the thief, 
the Nymph's curse worked. The 
thief fell down dead. 

Mohan realised his good fortune. 
He dragged the dead body of the 
thief to the town, and said to the 


people who had gathered around 
him. “Ikilled the thief after a long 
fight.” 


He showed them the injuries that 
he had received at the thief's hands, 
the previous day in the fight. 

The king himself called Mohan 
tohis court and presented him with 
the 5000 gold coins as prize. 

“You are very brave.” said the 
king, ~ 1 shall appoint you as my 
bodyguard.” 

Mohan became famous in the 
kingdom under the title of Mohan 
the Valiant’ 

Rojesh Atholi, aged 12 















There was once a kind heated 
old sage who owned a small 
brass pot which had magical 
powers, When the sage said, "By 
the will of God pour, pot, pour,” 
the small brass pot would at once 
begin to pour out water and would 
stop only when he said, “Thank 
you, That will do.” 

One day the sage had to go toa 
far-off town to help the people 
there, The town had far too many 
people and far too little water. 

Though the sage set out earlyin 
the morning, he could not reach 
the town before dark. So at dusk 
he decided to spend the night at 
the house of a farmer. The farmer's 
wife who was kind and hospitable 
welcomed the quest and gave him 
2 delicious dinner but she did not 
have a drop of water to offer him. 
She had used up all they had for 
cooking the dinner! When she 
began to'tell the sage how sory 
she was, he stopped her and bring: 
ing out his pot said, “By the will of 
God pour, pot, pour.” 

The sight of the water gushing 
out of the pot dazzled the farmer. 
“Ah! If owned that pot, how splen- 





did life would be! | would never 
have to slog at drawing water from 
thewell dayin and day out, [could 
simply order the pot and gossip 
with my friends while it did the 
work, Ah! What a life that would 
be!” 

By the time he came out of his 
daydream, the sage was fast asleep 
The farmer could not control his 
desire to own the fabulous pot and 
live an easy life, He crept stealthily 
up to the sage’s bag, drew out the 
pot, and ran towards his fields 
Though he was out of breath when 
he got there, he managed to gasp 
out, "B-by the will of G-god p-pour, 
pot, pour!” 

Water at once gushed out of the 
pot. The farmer was amazed. 
Proud of his achievement and 
pleased with himself, he lay back 
and stared at the stars. Only as 
seconds ticked into minutes and 
minutes into hours, did he he begin 
to realize his folly. He had not 
learnt how to stop the pot from 
pouring out water, “Halt!”."Stop!", 
““Enought", "No More!" Water Get 
back!", “Desist!” He tried all the 
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words he knew, but in vain, 

Then he tried to block the mouth 
of the pot with his palms, his dhoti,- 
a layer of clay but he could not 
stop the flow of water into his fields. 
Soon they were deep below a sheet 
of water. Yet the pot continued to 
pour out. 

Throughout the dark night, with 
the icy water flooding his fields 
and almost drowning him, the 
farmer clutched the magic pot and 
racked his brains to find the magic 
words. 

He swam out of his fields and 
ran across the road towards his 
house. Dripping wet, shivering with 
cold and trembling with fear, he 
rushed into it, shook the sage out 
of his bed and begged for mercy: 

The kind-hearted sage uttered 
the magic words, said not a word 
to the farmer, thanked the farmer's, 
wife for her hospitality, and hurried 
towards the town that had too many 
people and too little water. 

Flooded fields were punishment 
enough fora greedy farmer, Iquess. 


CV. Kishore Kumar (14) 





“OH, IMPOSSIBLE!” 








Here's a really difficult one 

e ee Think really hard, after reading 
the instructions carefully. You 
have to draw 4 straight lines 

e e e cutting through all the nine dots, 
and you can't lift pencil from 
paper! Good luck! 





‘Compiled by T. Arul Mani 











Solution on page : 80, 









































‘Once upon a time, in a forest called 


ono atc 
Le 











Rinku did not wake her 


Instead she pikes 
o sweep and tidy the house 





































































ach toad gathers ts mate 
Mand hops down the street 
Mroaking, croakings 


S's raining just {or me!" 





{ put on my boots 
iy raincoat and CAF 
By ging this sone 2 the way 
Sesin ain, go to SPAN 
Naaat me in some other lane 


Suiir San 
jr Sandhya Nayak (13) 


M, FRIEND! 


I think there will never be 

A friend so true as she is to me, 
A friend who over looks my faults 
Who lifts me whenever 
A person so very good to heed 

A friend who helps me when I need! 


Ge —Havovi Wadia aged 14 























Sage Kashyapa had two wives. =  — 
‘One of them was Gath in: <3: 





Lord, Give me a boon. | want 
‘a thousand sons. 


GARUDA 


STORY : ANANDHI 
PICTURE :VINU 


Lord, two sons are 
‘enough for me 
but they shi 


























‘Your wish s granted. Your sons 
will equal the sun in their Urea tila 
abilities. alae 


Vinatha felt sad. 


Gathru's children are 
playing with each other. 


How long do I have 
towait? 


Red with anger, 
Vinatha’s son rose 
into the sky. 


Having lost her patience, Since you were 

Vinatha broke open an jealous of Gathnu, 

ega that night. you will become her 
slave. Wait tll my 
brother fully grows 
before youbreak the 
other egg, 


You broke open the egg 
before my legs could grow 
to thelr full length, 

Now lam lame, 






Since you shine like me, become my 
charioteer. May you become famous by 
the name of Arunan, 









Gathru and Vinatha met one day, 


Vinatha, what 1s 
the colour of 
Indra’s horse, 
Uchai Siravarn? 


‘There is no doubt. 
{tis white! 


Gathru summoned her 
sons, the Nagas, 


Dakshaka! Karkodaka! Kalla 
\Vasuki! Tomorrow, when 


Uchal Siravamcomes, make 
its tall appear black, 


I say that its tail is black, 
itis pure whi 
your slave. 


challenge 


then Tl become 
your slave and 
‘work for you. 








Vinatha became Gathru's slave 


Hundreds of years passed. In Vinatha’s 
house, the egg cracked open and 





‘You and your unborn son 
shall work for me 


May you live long with wisdom 
and strength. 


Having heard of Garuda's birth, 
Gathru came 
Do you remember 
that both of you 
are my slaves? 





In the middle of the 
seven seas, there san 
Island where my sons 


Garuda took his 
thousand brothers 
to the island 










‘They reached the island of 
Ramaniyaham, 


Vinatha who bore 
Gathru on her 
shoulders, flew by 
the power of her 





Though you are the king of 
birds, you are a slave since 


Mother! Why do we have to birth because of me. 





obey their orders? 


Garuda, who 





Garuda took leave, 


Mother! Take courage. 
Tl bring the pot of 





[am leaving to fullf my broths 
desire, Bless me with strength, 


How big is this 
elephant and this tor 
‘They must be 


vasu about whom 
father told me. 


the leaves of the Kalpaka: 


vriksha trees began 
to fal. 


‘The sme isnearing ey 
for yourcuiee Garada'sfhing's J fong branches and have 
nee creating a storm. your food? 


Garuda 
settled down 
ona branch, 





I didn't notice the 
Brahmarishis doing 
‘penance on this 


vast | 












Garuda wished to fly off 
without distrubing thelr 


The Valakiliyas got down from 
the branches, Garuda begged 


forgiveness. 






Before the branch 
could fall, Garuda ‘Garuda! What have you 
caught it in his beak / done? Theangerofthese 
and flew. Valakilie sages who wor- 
ship the rays of the sun, 
ill reduce you to ashes, 






‘The sages should not be in. 
convenienced. | shall go tomy 
father with the branch, 





9 YOU grow in strength and succeed in 
your endeavour WA Wil now go 19 BE 
= |ibpeotne pees oredtoen 
| 






















Garuda bowed to his father and 
took leave. 





JAsGaruda did so, the 
mountain peaks shat- 
tered and rolled into 
the valleys 









‘Throw this branch into'a snow: 
bound, uninhabited mountain 


Heaven shakes with the speed 
Bl ofGanuda'sanival, See if you 
can save the pot of nectar 
NY from him, 





Can earthquakes occurin Heaven? 
abad omen? 


Garuda pecked 
atthedevas who: 
who tried tostop. 


him and tearing 
at them with his 
claws, beat them 
off with his 
wings, 





Aah! Aah! ‘7 
Garuda reached the mandap whi 
Uf 114 Taye to redeem my 
a motherfrom slavery, 
Don't stop me 






The chief of 
guards Bauman, 
stopped him, 
and Garuda 
created a storm 
‘wth his wings, 


How shall | cross 
this fire? | shall bring water from the river in thes 


000 m 


Flying faster than the wind, 
Garuda returmed to 
quench the fre. 

‘Smoke arose, 


These snakes with venomin their eyes shouldn't 
see me. | shall ake a small form and proceed 
screened by the smoke, 


Throwing sand Into the eyes of the snakes, 
Garuda reached the mandap. 


J There s the 


zeing Garuda fly and drawn by his valour, 
Lord Vishnu. 


Having no desire to partake of 
the nectar, Garde ew th BQ" ws to grat 
¢ you a boon. 








Lord! Twant to be Lori! Take some: 


You shall appear on my , 
flag. May you be immortal ANY | shall let fly my 
even without partaking weapon, Vara 
ofthe nectar. 








Unable to fell 
Garuda with 
his Vajra, 





[A worried Indra 


Ii the Nagas partake 
of the nectar, they 


willecome arroga 
and trouble the 





Garuda went to his mother. 


keep this in Here isthe nectar, — 
‘one place and you 
can immediately 
take itawey, 










Garuda placed the pot of nectar 
on the Darbai grass. 
‘The happy Nagas. 


Brother! May you live long! 


But before that 
declare that 


When the Nagas went 
to bathe, Indra took 
away the nectar. 





‘The Nagas icked the grass 
in search of the nectar. 
The sharp grass split 
their tongues into two, 


‘We have dond wrong) 
for ourmotigyeami 


Adiseshan bathed in many [77] Bjehma appease Grant me 


holy rivers and reached another birth 
the Himalayas to do ‘Sesha! What boon do you ‘without their 
severe penance. mek yy, relationship. 


‘Your mind is pure. You don't 
hhave to leave this body, 
You willget what you vant 

‘in this birth itso 


‘Sesha! Bear this earth and its oceans 
fon your head. 











TT here lived a ich Thakur whose 
name was Suraj Bhan, and 
whose moustaches were famous 
in his village as the biggest ever 
seen. Thakur Suraj Bhan lived a 
healthy life. He drank two lotas of 
rich, creamy milk everyday. Now 
the milkman who supplied him this 
milk had a small child who did not 
seem to be very healthy. 
‘One day the milkman’s wife grum: 
bled, “Our child is getting thinner 
and thinner and you continue to 
give all the milk from our cow to 
that fat Suraj Bhan who does no- 
thing but smoke his hookah all day. 
You have to do something about 
it 






“What can I do? Everything we 
have belongs to him,” replied the 
poor milkman. 

They argued for a while. Then, 
after much coaxing and cajoling 
the milkman’s wife persuaded him 
to set aside a glass of milk for their 
child,and add a glass of water to 
Suraj Bhan's milk. 

When Suraj Bhan drank the milk, 
he found it watery. So he called 
Ramu, his servant and said, “The 
milkman seems to be diluting the 
milk, Keep an eye on him and 
report to me.” 

Early the next morning, Ramu 
hid himself behind a bush near the 
milkman’s house and he saw the 
milkman doing exactly what the 
Thakur had suspected! “Caught 








you red-handed!” he cried. “The 
Thakur shall hear of this!” 

Startled, guilty, frightened, the 
milkman paled and trembled. As 
he shook, the lota too shook and 
the milk slopped onto the ground, 

“Hey! Be careful! You'll spill all 
that delicious milk,” Ramu cried, 
licking his lips. “Don't be afraid, | 
won't tell the Thakur, if you give 
me a glassful of it.” 

The milkman promptly agreed 
and that day two glasses of water 
‘went into the milk! 

The Thakur took one gulp of 
the milk, rolled it in his mouth, 
crinkled his eyes and shook his 
head. “It's even more watery than 
itwas yesterday. Ramu is no good 
asa detective,” he thought. So he 
asked Bahadur, his trusted gate 
keeper to investigate. “Don'twony, 
sir. I'll catch the milkman. I'll go 
there before dawn and keep watch, 
Bahadur assured him, 

Bahadur hid himself behind the 
same bush near the milkman’s 
house. When he saw the milkman 
pour out a glass of milk from one 
Jota and pour in the same amount 
of water, he was not surprised, He 
had expected that. But when he 
saw Ramu come there, squat on 
the ground and pour himself a 
glassful of milk from the other lota, 
he was shocked. 

“RAMU! What are you doing? 
he roared. 

“M-m-me? LH couldn't help it 






After all one tiny glass less won't 
hurt the Thakur. Please, please 
don't tell him!" 

The milk did look delicious and 
the morning was getting warm and 





Bahadur was thirsty. 
“Oh, all right. I won't.... ahem. 
report your crime... if... ahem. 





“Please have a glassful, Here, 
fresh from the cow,” the milkman 
offered, He had learnt the trick. 

The milkman felt quite pleased 
with himself as they marched off 
together one behind the other to 
deliver the Thakur's two lotas of 
milk and water, So pleased did he 
feel that on the way he suddenly 
stopped. “Look, why give the 
‘Thakur any milkat all? have never 
tasted the milk of my own cow. Do 
you think that's fair? 


“No, not tall," replied Bahadur 
and Ramu in one voice. Go ahead 
and drink some. 

“And we won't tell the Thakur 
ih. if...” 

“Okay! One lota for me and one 
between the two of you, since you've 
already drunk some. Agreed?" 

“Agreed,” cried the Thakur's 
trusted men, And so the three sat 
right there on the road and gulped 
down all the milk, 

‘Once the deed was done the 
three had to think about a plan to 
fool the Thakur. 

“Ah! I know what we can do. 
But we'll have to run and get there 
before he wakes up." Bahadur 
quickly explained his plan. The 
three raced to the Thakur's house 
and into his bedroom. 


























“Thank god! He's still asleep,” 
thought Bahadur. “Be quick!” 
told Ramu, “We'll wait outside.” 

Ramu collected the foam on the 
edge of the two lotas, left them on 
a table, tiptoed to his master's 
bedside, lightly smeared the foam 
on his master’s moustaches and 
waited for him to get up. 

‘When Suraj Bhan woke up and 
asked for his milk, Ramu told him 
he had already had it, “Bring my 
milk or I'll break your legs. | arn in 
‘no mood for your jokes," thundered 
the Thakur. 

Just then Bahadur entered and 
said, “But, sir, you've already had 
your milk I think you were so 
sleepy when you did, that you seem 
to have forgotten. Look, there's 
some foam stuck on your mous: 








taches, if you think we're joking.” 

When the Thakur looked into 
the mirror he found what they said 
was true. “Oh, dear!Maybe I drank 
the milk inmysleep. What a waste 
‘of good milk. No, no. This must 
not happen again, Never! Bahadur 
send for the milkman,” he ordered. 

The milkman came in trembling, 
Certain that they had been caught. 
Imagine his relief and joy when the 
Thakur said, “You have a small 
child, don't you? From tomorrow 
you will give your child the milk 
you supply me, I don't need it. Itis 
wasted on me.” 

The milkman fell at the Thakur's 
feet, and ran Home to give his 
wife the good news. 


Kavita S. Rao (9) 
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Marsha and tic Snakes 






M itaies a poor ite, orphan 
living in an orphanage in Rajas: 
than. One day a conjuror came to 
the orphanage, gave them some 
moneyand took her away with him. 
From then on it was her job to 
carry his basket, with its two snakes, 
from village to village. 

On their rounds, wherever spec: 
tators gathered to watch the con: 
juror, he would kneel down, sitback 
on his heels and play his flute. 
Then the snakes would push up 
the lid of the basket and sway to 
the music. At that point, Marsha 
had to walk around holding out 
plate so that the spectators could 
drop some coins into it if they 
wished, Marsha would then hand 
all the coins over to the conjuror. 

Assoon as the plate was full, the 
conjuror would head for the nearest 
liquor shop and get drunk. So 
Marsha and the snakes often went 
hungry, 

Sometimes, sympathetic passers 
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by would give Marsha a piece of 
bread or some milk when they saw 
how under:nourished she looked. 
This Marsha always shared with 
the two snakes who had now be- 
come her close friends, 

One such day, as she poured 
the milk out for the two snakes, 
she suddenly heard the most hea: 
venly music and everything around 
her was bathed in a bright light. As 
she looked around in wonder, she 
found herself in a splendid palace. 
When she looked up, in front of 
her stood a young man and a young 
woman dressed in very fine clothes, 
‘They looked lovingly at her and said, 
“Your goodness and generosity 
have transformed us, You shall be 
cour own child and stay with us from 
now on. 

No longer an orphan, Marsha 
lived in the palace with the young 
couple for many a happy year. 


Kavitha Rajaram (12) 









Light is white 
Light is bright 
Light is starry 
In the night 
Light's the sun 
Shining in the sky 
Light from the lamp post 
Brightens the night 
Light from the sun 
Helps us all to see 
The wondrous world 


Around you and me Ww 


Akhil Almeido, aged 10 














is grid and you 


will find thirteen rivers of India. You can 
move in any direction to find them. 


Look carefully into 
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Compiled by M.C. Kusuma, aged 13 




















Raja Raja Chola was one of the greatest kings of South 
India. Not only did he build a great empire, but he also used 
ships to conduct trade with Sri Lanka, Java, Sumatra and a few 
other islands, Tamil poetry, sculpture and architecture flourished 
during his reign, 


In this Read Aloud Play, we trace the great Chola king’s 
rise to power. 





Characters 


King Porantaka : Father of Raja 
Raja Chola, 
Karikolan : Elder brother of Raja 


Raja Chola 
Arul Mozhi Varman : Who be- 
comes Raja Raja Chola 


Kundavai : Elder sister of Arul 

Uttama : Uncle of Arul 

Messengers, Maids 

Rajendra and Kundavai : Chil- 
dren of Raja Raja Chola 


ACTI 


Scene! The King’s Chamber 

Enter Karikalan and Kundavai 
one side and Arul Mozhi Varman 
on the other, 


King Porantaka : Karikalan, my 
son. Iwantyou to wage war against 
King Vira Pandya of Madurai who 
troubles our borders 

Karikalan : I shall teach him a 
lesson he will never forget father. 
Til make you proud of me. 

Arul : May I go too, Father? 
King : lhoped that you would say 
that Arul. But, Karikalan, I have 
news for you 

Karikalan : Father? 

King : Isaythiswitha heawheart 
My son, this kingdom that I rule 
belongs by right to my cousin 
Uttama 

Korikalan : Father! How could this 
be? 

King : Uttama’s father was ay 
brother. Years ago, he reiwunced 
theworld and gave the kingdom to 
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SW + <- 
my father. Now Uttamia wishes to 
tule the kingdom, my son, 
Karikolon : This is a great shock 
to me. I have already been pro: 
claimed Yuvaraja. (turning to Arul) 
What would you do if you were in 
my place, Arul? 

Arul : | would obey Father's 
wishes, Brother. 

King : Don't oppose Uttama, my 
son. He is very powerful, May you 
win the war against Vira Pandya. 


Scene il 
In the inner rooms of the palace. 


ndavai is seated with her maid. 
iter Arul, 


Kundavai : Arul, you are back 
from the war! 
Arul : Vira Pandya is dead, 








Kundavai : You havewon brother! 

Where is Karikalan? 

Arul : Dear sister, Karikalan has 

done a shameful thing. (He turns 

away) 

Kundavai : What has he done? 

Tell me! 

Arul : In the beginning, we were 

losing the batile. But, we fought 

bravely, and soon victory was ours. 

Vira Pandya fled the battlefield... 

Kundavai : And what happened? 

Tell me quickly! 

Arul : Karikalan followed him... 

and caughé up with him. Vira 

Pandya was unarmed and beaged 

formercy but arttalan beheaded 
im, 

Kundavai : Oh! Karikalan.... 

Enter messenger. 

Messenger : O Prince, the king 





wishes to see you. 
Arul : Sister, shall see you later. 


Scene lit 


The King’s chamber. The King 
is seated. Enter Arul, 


King : King Mahendra of Sri 
Lanka has risen in rebellion. [wish 
you to go there to defeat him. 
‘Arul : As you wish Father. I shall 
set out tomorrow. 

King : Bewise, brave and merciful, 
myson, I bless you with victory. 


Scene IV 


InKundavai’s rooms.... Kundovai 
is seated among her maids, and all 
‘of them are playing different 
‘musical instruments. 
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Kundavai : How brave my brother 
Arul is! 
(All the maids stop playing on the 
instruments) 
Kundavai : He defeated King 
Mahendra, and instead of taking 
him prisoner, allowed him to go 
free. How noble he is in treating 
a king in defeat! 
(There is alot of noise and shouting 
outside) 

Enter King, with tears in his 
eyes. 
King : My daughter. My daughter. 
Karikalan has been killed. 
Kundovai : Karikalan 
Father? No, nc 
King : He has been revenged for 
killing Vira Pandya. The comman: 
der of our own army is behind this. 
We must be careful. I have sum- 
moned Arul from Sri Lanka. 
Kundavai : O my brother Kari- 
kalan! (She cries) 





dead, 





Kiran : If twenty dogs chase one dog, 
‘What time of day ist? 


Koel : Uh... don’t know! 
Kiran ; Twenty after one, silly! 


— Allon Berolee!, oged 13 


Scene V 


The King and Kundavai are seat- 
ed in her chamber... 
King : O daughter! My heart mis- 
gives me. Why is Arul delayed? 
Messengers say that he has left Sri 
Lanka. What could have happen: 
ed? 
Kundavai : Father, take heart. 
Arul must have been delayed by 
some mission 
King : Uttama wants to be crown: 
ed king after me, now that Karikalan 
is dead. Our army commander 
too wants Uttama to be king. What 
shall 1 do without Arul? 
Kundavai:: Have faith in God, 
Father. Arul will return, 


ACTI 


Scone | 
The King is seated on his throne 


in his court, Sudden noise and 
commotion outside, 


King : What is that noise? Bring 
the trouble-makers in, 

Enter Arul with soldiers. 
King ; Arul, my son! (Gets down 
from his throne and embraces him) 
Arul : Father! 
King : What took you so long Arul? 
Arul : Our ship sank at Nagapat 
tinam, 1 was fortunate to escape 
with a few of my soldiers. Now 
here I am Father! 
King : God be praised! (To cour. 
tiers) Leave us. | wish to speak 
privately with Arul. 
Arul : What is the matter? 
King : lamold myson, and Ihave 











to proclaim my Yuvaraia... 

Arul : Father! Let Uttama rule 
Proclaim him your successor. Let 
his desire to be king be fulfilled. 


King : Arul, you are indeed noble. 
Lam proud of you, May God 
shower his blessings on you 


Scene Il 
Years have passed, Arulis seated 
in the palace gardens playing with 
two children, a boy and a girl. 
Enter Kundavai. 
Kundavai : Arul! How well your 
son Rajendra has grown. How 
noble he looks! And your daughter 
grows more beautiful each day. 
Arul : Sit down, sister. It seems 
so long since father passed away, 
Kundavai : And King Uttama 
Chola loves you like a son, Arul 
Enter messenger. 


Messenger : O Prince! King 





Utama sll, He desires to see you. 
Arul : [shall come at once! I take 
leave of you Kundavai 


Scene tll 

Uttama Chola is lying ina bed in 
his room, 

Enter Arul. 
Arul : Uncle! 
Uttama : Arul, my dear nephew. 
Tam dying 
Ant + Hush, uncle! You shall not 
lie. 
Uttama : No, Arul, lam fast losing 
my strength. I have not long to 
live... Noble Arul! I have been king 
long enough. I am indebted to 
you. Iwish you to be king after me. 
Arul : Uncle! 
Uttama : Yes, Arul, Youwillraake 
a greater king than I. May you 
have a long and glorious reign 

(Uttama Chola dies.) 


Arul : Noble uncle, | salute you! 


Scene IV 
In the palace garden. 
Enter Aruland Kundavai talking 
to each other. 


Arul : I shall rule under the title 
Raja Raja Chola, Sister. Iwish you 
to be my co-ruler. 

Kundavai : Arul! 

Arul : Yes, Sister. Bemyguide by 
my side always. 





‘Son : had a strange dream lastnight. 

Mother : What about? 

Son : | dreamt that I was awake, but 
when I woke up I found myself 
asleep! 

— H. Nowshad 


Teacher: How can one person make 
‘so many mistakes In afday! 
Student: I wake up early ma'am! 


= 8. Viswanatho 


Kundavai : Arul, mybrother. You 
have been a brave Prince, You 
have defeated all your enemies by 
sea and byland. History willremem- 
ber you for your kindness and nobi- 
lity! May you be a great king! 
Enter messenger. 

Messenger : Victory to Raja Raja 
Chola and Queen Kundavai. State 
matters await you, O King, 
© Queen! 


— END — 
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NATURE: 


Nature is the greatest aift of God. 
Irean never be bound by any cord 
The seas and oceans overflowing, 
Te Sean pleasant way, the wind blowing 
BPM “Tho mighty sun floods us with light 
Td and dusk itis a glorious ight 
Siouly creeps inthe shiny, sivery 09% 
So ron of us, itis a wonderful Bosn. 
To carta the sun's rays in such 2 mig Woe 
Reflecting yatching it, one's ind sekdor 28 bay. 
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‘ACROSS 
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1 Alllthis and no play makes Jack 
‘a dull boy 
3 Land of the Pyramids 
7 Agreement for temporary stop- 
page of fights 
8 Our continent. 
9 Help 
10 A small kind of deer 
13 The pea comes from this 
16 Material for making violin 
strings or surgical suture 
17 We may dance at it or kick it 
18 We can meet her in Wonder- 
land! 
19 Everyone is not bor with a 
silver... in one’s mouth 
20 Youcalla hasty person, ahot.. 


1 Adam's ale 

2 Path followed 

4 Clear, open space between 
forest trees 

5 Suffering of body or mind. 

6 What you do with books 
palmists do with hands 

11 Eskimo house 

12 It's like a diamond in the sky! 

13 We should liberty 
more than life. 

14 Great fear 

15 A kind of fish 

Contributed by 
Mrs. Lokshmi Ganesh Sundaram 
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Naf leargs Yo search 





Niranjan could not find hisbal 
“Amma, lcan'tfind myball. Please 
buyme one." pleaded Niranjan who 
was called Niraj for short. 

“Niraj, | got you a big, silver-grey 
ball only last evening!” said his 
mother, surprised 

“ts lost mummy!" 
“Then find it dear,” said mummy. 
“Butt flew away into the sky. How 
can | find it?” 

“Naughty boy!” exclaimed mummy. 














“Come on, search for it and don't 
be lazy.” 

“Mummy... buy me a new one. 
But mother ignored his cries and 
went into the kitchen for she had 
0 cook lunch. 

The next day, Niraj went shop. 
ping with his mother. She was 
Giving the list of things she needed 
to the shopkeeper, when Niraj 
began to pull at her saree. 

“What Niranjan?" Mother always 
called him ‘Niranjan’ when she was 
annoyed or angry with him, * 
“Mummy, | want those pencils.” 
“You already have half a dozen at 
home. When your school starts 
next term, I will buy you some 
more. 

“Mummy, [don’t have anyat home, 
they are all gone 
“Gone? Where? 
“They flew away!" 

That evening, daddy took them 

to the fair. Niraj had alot of funas 
he went on the merry-go-round with 
his father. 
“Whee, whee whoom! My head is 
going round and round,” said Nira} 
after the ride, sitting on the lawn 
next to his mother. 

Asmotherand fathersat laughing 
at Niraj’s description of the ride, 
they saw a little boy crying and 
looking frightened. Mother and 
father went up to the boy and tried 
to comfort him. 

“Myname is Pankaj,” said the little 














boy. “can't find my mummy and 
daddy.” 

They took him to the police booth 
and an announcement was made 
over the mike. Soon, Pankaj’s 
parents came totake him away, 
and they joyfully thanked Niraj's 
mother and father. 

pg nat vena. Nj wae thought 
“Mummy,” he asked. “Will you 
miss me and search everywhere 
for me if lam lost?" 

“No, Niraj!" said his mother. “I'l 
tell myself that Niraj is lost, and he 
just flew away.” Niraj’s face became 
red, He remembered how he had 
told mummy that his ball and pen- 
alls had flown away. 

So, the next day, Niraj searched 
for his silver-grey ball. He searched 





everywhere, under the cot, under 
the sofa, under the almirah,,.. and 
he remembered. A few days ago, 
while playing with it, he had kicked 
the ball high, and it had landed on 
top of the almirah! 

“Mummy! Mummy! 've found it.” 


“Found what, Niraj?” asked 
Mummy, smiling at his excitement. 
“Pye found the ball, Mummy! Its 
on top of thealmirah. Please ring 
it down for me.” cried Niraj. 

So Niraj leamed to find his things. 
“{ will keep my things carefully, 
mummy.” said Niraj as his mother 
gave his ball to him: 

And Niraj played all evening, til 
sunset, with his big silver-grey ball, 
happily bouncing it up and down. 


BHANU MOHAN 
B 








A HANDY BOX 











Materials needed 
Cardboard carton 
Paper 
Paste 
Scissors 
Paint, or crayons 
Penci 


Draw handle at each end of 
carton, Cutaway shaded portion, 
Cover with any type of paper 
(wallpaper, wrapping paper, cut 
out designs). Paste on 


gift for mother, and fun to 
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YOUR OWN BRIEFCASE 








Materials needed 


Heavy kraft paper 
Light coloured cardboard 


Glue 
Crayon to match paper 
Scissors 
Using the crayon make marks 
‘on the kraft paper to imitate ues 
Fold this piece of paper as in =] 


fig. 1. Glue from halfway down 
to bottom edge on each side. 

Make handle, straps and 
buckles from light coloured card 
(fig. 2). Glue on briefcase. 

Put your name and address 
on case (fig. 3) 

Now you have a briefcase just 
like your father's 




















A jackal, Gomayu by name, was 


wandering in the forest in 
search of food. 

He was hungry and thirsty. 

‘As he came to the site of an old 
battle ground, he heard the sound 
of ‘cannons’ and this frightened 
him 

“Who could be the monster that 
makes this noise? By the loud 
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Nie 
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Yury wore | wail 


sound it makes I should think it 
must be a ferocious one. Before it 
sees me, | must go away or it will 
kill me,” thought he, but thinking 
{urther, the jackal said to himself 
“Js itwise, thus, to leave one’s family 
home so suddenly? Let me there- 
fore find out first who makes this 
frightful noise!” 

He, therefore, walked carefully 
in the direction from which the 








Not far from there, he sawa huge 
war-drum upon which a branch of 
tree struck regularly, being shaken 
by the wind, and a booming sound 
came from the drum. He had not 
seen a drum before, so he thought 
it was the monster. 

The Jackal studied the drum. 

He became curious, because the 
drum was not moving but’ some- 
thing had to strike it that it might 
boom. 
The curiosity in the jackal made 
him beat the drum himself with his 


paw. 
“Ha, haf" said he to himself when 
he did so and yet the monster 
boomed but stayed where hewas. 
The jackal was not afraid any 
more but he became very happy 





instead. 

Exclaimed he: “How fortunate 
am I to have this grand dinner! 
‘Such a huge animal must have a 
lot of flesh and blood inside it and 
my hunger will be fully satisfied!" 

So saying, he tried to tear the 
skin covering the drum at a comer. 

But the skin was very thick. So, 
he used his teeth while tearing it, 
and some of his teeth broke. 

When he made a hole big 
enough, he entered the inside of 
the drum expecting to eat large 
chunks of flesh. 

But it was empty inside. 

Disappointed, he wept: 

“First | thought it was filled with 
marrow and flesh but entering it, I 
knew that it had only leather and 
wood.” 

a) 


THE LITTLE 


MERMAID 


THE = FAMILY 


At some places below the sea 


the water is very deep. There 
live the Mer-people. Don't think 
that there is sand and nothing else 
at the bottom of the sea. Beautiful 
trees and plants grow there. Fishes 
too move about among these plants: 
just as birds fly about among the 
trees on land. At the deepest part 
of the sea stands the palace of the 
Mer King. The roof of the palace 
is made of shells. As the waves 
ppass over them, they shut and open. 
Each shell has in it many bright 
pearls of great beauty. 

The Mer-King's wife died. His 
old mother managed the family 
for him. She greatly loved the six 
litle princesses, her grand-daugh- 
ters, They were all very beautiful. 
The youngest was the most beauti- 
ful of them. Her skin wasas soft as 
a rose petal and her eyes were as 
blue as the sea. But, like all other 
mermaids, she had no feet and her 
body ended in a tail ike that of a 
fish. 

In the day-time the princesses 
played in the palace among the 
flowers which grew out of the walls, 


on all sides around them. Wher 
AMY the windows were opened, fishes 
swam into the rooms and ate from 
the hands of the princesses. 

In front of thepalace therewasa 
large garden full of red and blue 
trees. The princesses grew in the 
garden whatever plants they liked. 
‘The youngest grew a round garden 
and planted only red flowers in it. 
‘She was the cleverest of the sisters. 
She got a beautiful white marble 
statue of a boy from her grand- 
mother and placed itin her garden. 
The little princess was greatly plea- 
sed to hear about human beings 
who lived above the sea. She made 
her grandmother tell her all that 
‘she knew about ships, towns, men, 
and land animals. ‘Her grand- 
mother one day said, “When you 
are fifteen, you can go to the surface 
of the sea, You can sit on the tops 
of the rocks and see the ships sail 
by and can see towns and men.” 


———-— ——— 


WHAT THE ELDER SISTERS SAW 
AS THEY GREW UP 


T  hieldestprincess came ofage. 
She was allowed to go up to 
the surface of the sea. When she 
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came home, she had a thousand 
things to tell, Her great pleasure 
was to sit upon a sand-bank in the 
moonlight and enjoy the beauty 
of the town on the coast. There 
she saw lights shining like stars and 
heard music. She heard the noise 
‘of men and carts in the distance. 
She saw the high church towers 
and listened to the ringing of the 
bells, 

Next year the second sister was 
allowed to swim wherever she liked. 
‘She came up to the surface of the 
sea just when the sun was setting. 
‘The sight made her very happy. 
‘She said that it was more beautiful 
than anything she had seen above 
the waters. She saw the golden 


light of the setting sun and the 
beauty of the clouds moving in the 


= 


y. 
Itwas now time for the third sister 
to visit the world above the sea. 
She was the boldest of the six 
princesses and she swam up a river, 
Onits shore she saw green hills full 
of trees, gardens, houses, and 
castles. She heard thebirds singing. 
The sun shone bright and she had 
to go into the water again and again 
to cool her burning face. In a litle 
bay she saw a number of children 
bathing. She wanted to join them 
in their play, but the children went 
back to the land in fear. A litle 
black animal barked at her fearfully 
and so she swam back to the sea, 





‘The fourth sister was not as bold if | were fifteen”, she cried, “I know 
asthe others. She remained inthe that I should love to see the world 
‘open sea and said, that nothing above and its people.” 
could be more beautiful than their 
home, Next year, the fith sister —————IIT 
reached her fifteenth year. It was © HOW THE LITTLE MERMAID 
winter then. The sea was green SAVED THE PRINCE 
and ice-bergs were floating on its. ———— 
surface. They were as white as 4 tlastthe youngest ofthe pin 
pearls and they seemed tobelarger £4 cesses came of age. Her grand- 
than the church towers in the land mother made her hair beautiful with 
of the human beings, white lilies and let her.go up the 

Soon the five sisters grew tired sea, When, forthe first time in her 
of the sights above the sea. They life, the mermaid came up to the 
liked their own home better than surface of the water, the sun had 
the upper world. While the sisters just set. The clouds were shining 
were swimming at evening time, bright in yellow and red colours 
the youngest would remain in the The sea was as calm as a child 
palace and look up to them. “Oh! sleeping in its mother’s arms, 


















A ship with many seamen in it 
sailed that way. Music and song 
came from the deck of the ship. 
When it grew dark, hundreds of 
lamps suddenly burst into light 
The princess swam very near the 
engine-room and every now and 
then looked through the window. 
She saw many men in rich clothes; 
the handsomest among them was 
‘a young prince with large, black 
eyes. In honour of his birthday a 
grand feast was held. The seamen 
were dancing on the deck. The 
prince came among them and 
shook hands with them in joy. The 
air was filled with sweet notes of 
music all around. It was now late 
but the mermaid did not wish to 
leave the ship and the handsome 
prince. She remained near the 
ship and went on looking through 
the window. 

Soon the waves rose high and 
thick clouds gathered over the sky. 
‘The seamen knew thata storm was 
coming on. When the storm burst 
on them, the ship broke, turned 
over, and was filled with water. 
‘The mermaid realised the danger. 
It was very dark and so she could 
not see anything. But then a flash 
of lightning showed her the whole 
of the wreck. 

Her eyes searched forthe young 
prince. Just then the ship sank to 
the bottom. She swam to the ship 
and saw that the prince was keeping 
his head above the water with great 
difficulty. He had already closed 
his eyes and was going to drown. 
She took hold of him and kept him 
‘above the water. 


84 


Towards morning the storm was 
cover, but there was no sign of the 
ship. The sun rose and the face of 
the prince seemed to get back its 
colour. Buthis eyes were stil closed. 
‘The mermaid kissed his forehead 
and pushed away his wet hair from 
his face. She now saw the dry land 
with its high hills. There was a 
green wood along the coast and 
near it stood a church. The sea 
here formed a litle bay in which 
the water was still. To this place 
the mermaid swam with the prince. 
She laid him upon the warm sand 
and took care to place his head 
high and totum hisface to thesun, 
‘The bells rang from the church and 
some young girls came out into 
the garden. The mermaid went 
away from the shore and hid herself 
behind a rock and covered her head 
with foam. From there she watched 
the prince. 
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‘THE GRAND-DAUGHTER AND THE 
GRANDMOTHER 


he young girls who came out 
TT fromthe chutch saw the young 





mermaid went back to her home in 
sorrow. She could not hide her 
sorrow and she told her secret to 
one of her sisters. That sister told t 
to the other princesses and they to 
some of their friends. Amongthem 
was a young mermaid who knew 
the country in which the prince 
lived. She took the mermaid and 
showed her the palace of the prince, 


dear prince lived and thereafter she 
went there almost every evening, 
‘She wanted to know many things 
about the world above, but none of 
her sisters was able to give her any 
proper answer. So she went to her 
grandmother and put her questions 
about it. 

“Do men, when they are not 
drowned, live for all time?” She 
asked one day. “Do they not die 
just as we, who live at the bottom 
of the sea, do?” 

“Yes,” the grandmother said; 
“They must die like us. Their life is 
much shorter than ours. Welive to 
the age of three hundred years. 
Butwhen we die, we become foam 
on the sea.” 

She also said, “We haveno souls 
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and so we cannot live again. Human, 
beings have souls which go on 
living.” 

“Why have we not souls?" said 
the mermaid. “I will gladly give up 
my three hundred years to be a 
human being for only one day.” 

“Have no such thought in your 
mind, Our life isbetter than human 
life. We live longer and are far 
happier than human beings,” said 
her grandmother. 

“So | must die and float as foam 
over the sea! Tell me, dear grand- 
mother, is there no way in which I 
may get a soul?” 

“No,” said the old lady. “If you 
can make a human being love you 
with all his heart and promise to be 
always true to you, then his soul 
will get into your body.” 
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“But that cannot take place at 
all. The people of the world think 
that our tail is ugly. To look beaut 
ful, the body must have two legs.” 

That evening a court ball was 
held in the palace of the Mer-king. 
In the middle of the ball-room 
mermen and mermaids danced to 
the music of their own voices, The 
little princess sang more sweetly 
than any other and they clapped 
their hands in praise of her, She 
was happy at this, She knew well 
that her voice was the best on the 
earth and in the sea, But soon she 
remembered the prince and went 
to her garden. She decided to go 
to a witch, the only person who 
could rid her of her sorrow. 
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THE MERMAID AND THE WiTcH |} 


he little mermaid left for the 

house of the witch, No flowers 
grew along the path. Near the 
witch's house were trees and their 
branches were full of worms, The 
maid stood fora minute looking at 
the fearful place. Sheremembered 
the prince and so she did not go 
back. She boldly passed through 


of your tail and have two legs like 
those of human beings. This you 
want just to make a prince fall in 
love with you. You wish to have a 
soul too, Is it not so?” 

She also satd, "You have come 
Justin ime, You have come before 
sunset and so Ican help you. | will 
give you a drink with which you 
must swim to land, You must sit 
down upon the shore and drink it 
and then your tail wll change into 
legs. This change will be very 
painful. After the change you will 
be the most beautiful maid on the 
earth. You will keep your graceful 
ways and no dancer will move so 
lightly as you. But every step you 
take will give you pain. This pain 
wall bé hard to bear. Can you suffer 
all this? If so, I will give you your 








the wood and reached a dark place, , 2 


In the middle of this place stood a 
house built of the bones of people 
who had been drowned. 

As soon as the witch saw the 
mermaid, she said, "| know well 


what you wish to ask me, Your \ 


wish is foolish, But you shall have 
it though it will certainly bring 
trouble to you, You wish to get rid 





wish.” 

“Yes, 1 will,” answered the 
princess, 

“Remember,” said the witch, 
“that you cannot get back your old 
form again. You cannot meet your 
grandmother, father, and your 
sisters, Unless you get the full love 
of the prince, you will not get the 
soul you wish to get. The day after 
the prince is married to another 
will see your death,” 

“Sql [will try," said the mermaid, 

“Besides all this, you must pay 
me your sweet voice for myhelp.” 

“But if you take my voice from 
me, what have | left to make the 
prince love me?” 

“Your beautiful form and speak 
ing eyes" replied the witch. "Well, 
now! Put onan Let me 








cutit away and have it for myselfin 
return for my magic drink.” 

“Let it be so!” said the princess. 
The witch took up her pot to mix 
the drink. “Here itis,” said she to 
the princess, cutting out her tongue 
at the same time. The poor maid 
could not sing or speak after that. 
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‘THE MERMAID 
AND THE PRINCE 


fter she got the magic drink in 

a bottle from the witch, the 
mermaid went back to her palace. 
The lights were out and all the 
members of the family were asleep. 
She could not speak and so she 
did notwish to remain in the palace. 
She made up her mind to leave 


SWZ her home for ever. Her heart was 
F. ready to break with sorrow at the 


thought. She then kissed the hands 
of her sleeping sisters and went up 
the dark blue waters to the world 


above. 
‘The sun had not risen when she 


(73 reached the palace of the prince. 





She went up the marble steps and 
drank the liquid in the bottle. The 
sun rose and she felt pain in her 
tail and in her hands. She saw the 
handsome young prince standing 
close to her. His black eyes were 
fixed upon her. Full of shame, she 
cast down her own and saw, instead 
of the long fish-ike tail, two soft 
legs. 

“The prince asked her who she 
was and how she had come there. 
She smiled in reply and looked at 
him with her bright blue eyes for 


she could not speak. He then led 
her by the hand into the palace. 
She felt as if she were walking on 
the edges of sharp swords, but she 
bore the pain, When she went into 
the palace, rich clothes were brought 
to her. She was more beautiful 
than anybody there but she could 
not speak and sing. Some well- 
dressed women slaves, sang before 
the prince and his parents, One of 
the them sangto the prince and he 
clapped his hands in joy. This made 
the mermaid very sad, forshe knew 
that she used to sing better than 
thatslave, The prince did not know 
that she had given away her voice 
forhis sake. 

The slaves began to dance. The 
mermaid joined them and shone 
among them as the moon among 
the stars, The young prince praised 
her dancing and said that she must 
always be with him. One day he 
rode with her to the woods, and 
they enjoyed the sights and sounds 
of nature, 

One night she went out of the 
palace to cool her feet in the deep 
waters, Her sisters swam together 
to the place, singing a sad song 
‘The mermaid made a sign to them 
and they at once knew her and 
told her how sad they were after 
she had left them, From that time 
they came every night to see their 
dear sister. 

The prince liked the fair maid 
more and more every day. But he 
only looked upon her as a sweet, 
gentle child. He did not think that 
he should make her his wife. 

“Don't you love me more than 


all others?" her eyes seemed to 
ask, as he kissed her one day, 

“Yes,” the prince said, “I like 
you more than any other person, 
for you are better than anyone. 
‘And you are very much like the 
young maid | saw.” 

The prince also said, “I sailed in 
a ship which was sunk bya sudden 
tempest. The waves threw me on 
the shore near a chapel. The 
youngest of the girls who lived in 
the church saw me on the shore 
and saved my life. I saw her only 
once and I can love only her. But 
she belongs to the church and you 
who are so like her has been given 
to me to take her place, We will 
always live together.” 

The mermaid felt sad and said 
toherself, “Alasthe does not know 
that it was I who saved his life, 
What a pity, he loves that maid 
more than me!" 

A few days later the prince order- 
ed his men to fit out his ship.’ He 
said that he wished to travel. At 
this, the courtiers thought that he 
‘was going to marry the beautiful 
daughter of the king of the neigh: 
bouring country. The little mermaid 
smiled at the news. She knew that 
the prince would marry only her. 
The prince said to the mermaid, “I 
must go and see the beautiful 
princess; but my parents cannot 
make me many her. She cannot 
be as beautiful as the girl in the 
church or as beautiful as yourself. 
If I were left to myself, 1 should 
marry only you.” Then he asked 
her whether she was afraid of the 
sea. But she smiled at his words, 


for she was, before coming to his 
palace, a child of the sea 


wi 


THE SAD END 


he prince and the mermaid set 

‘out in a fine ship. At night 
when everybody in the ship was 
fast asleep, the maid sat and looked 
down into the sea. She saw her 
sisters rise out of the water, looking 
sad and pointing their hands to- 
wards her. She smiled at them in 
joy. 

‘The next moming the ship reach: 
ed the capital of the king of the 
neighbouring country. Bells were 
mung to receive the prince. Feasting, 
and dancing in honour of the prince 


went on for many days. The prin 
cess who was away for some time 
now came back home. When the 
little mermaid saw her, she said to 
herself that she had not till then 
seen so beautiful a maid. 

“It is herself!" cried the prince, 
when he saw the princess, “Itisshe 
who saved my life when I was on 
the shore!” and he kissed the prin 
cess in great joy. He now asked 
the mermaid to join him in his 
happiness as she loved him more 
than anyone else. The poor mer 
maid kissed his hand in silent 
sorrow. 

Again the church bells rang. The 
people of the country came in 
thousands to see the marriage 
‘The bride and the bridegroom join 
ed hands in marriage. The mer 
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maid, richly dressed in silkand cloth 
of gold, stood behind the princess. 
But her ear heard nothing of the 
music and her eyes saw nothing of 
thewedding. She thoughtthat she 
would soon die and she remem: 
bered that she had lost both this 
world and her own world of the 
sea, 

The same evening the bride and 
bridegroom sailed back in the same 
ship. The wind was good and the 
ship moved lightly over the blue 
waters. As soon as it was dark, 
coloured lamps were hung out and 
dancing began. The mermaid too 
joined in the dance. Alll praised 
her, for she had not danced so well 
at any time before. All was joy in 
the ship. Though her heart was 
filled with thoughts of death, the 
mermaid smiled and danced with 
the others till past midnight. 

Allwasstil. The mermaid walked 
to the side of the ship and looked 
towards the east, and waited for 
the break of day. She well knew 


that the first sunlight would see her 












death. She saw her sisters and 
theyrose out of thesea. They gave 
hera knife and asked her to plunge 
itinto the heart of the prince before 
the break of day. If she did so, she 
could get back her fish tail and 
become a mermaid again. After 
they said this, they plunged into 
the sea. 

‘The mermaid went to the place 
where the prince was sleeping, 
She kissed his head and looked at 
the sky. Then she threw away the 
knife far out into the sea. Her eyes 
were fast becoming dim, She look: 
‘ed once more at her dear prince 
and plunged from the ship into the 
sea, Her body changed slowly into 
foam. But she did not feel that she 
was dying. She still saw the bright 
sun, the white ship and the red 
clouds in the sky. In the morning, 
as they did not see her, the prince 
and the others looked sadly down 
‘on the foamy waters, 
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‘Sometimes we use abbreviations with: 
‘out really thinking about what thelr ex: 
ppansions are or even what they mean! 
Here we take a quick look at some 
comr#rion ones 
‘exempl gratia (meaning for example) 
et cetera (meaning and so forth) 
{dest (meaning that is) 
vvidelicet (meaning namely) 

Nota Bene (meaning note well) 
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he first thing that you have to 
decide on is the plot of the 
story — that is, what is going to 
happen in your story. Once you 
have thought of the events in the 
plot, write it down as points. For 
example, if you had to write the 
story of ‘Hansel and Gretel,’ this is 
how you would write down your 
points. 
1. Wicked step-mother illtreats 
Hansel and Gretel. 
2, They run away. 
3. They go into a forest. 
4. They see witch's cottage.... etc 
Now that you have writ ten do- 
wn all_ that is going to happen in 
your story,you may make your own 
‘sentences with special effects, 
After you write your story, read 
through it, not once, but as many 
times as you feel like. You might 
feel that you could make a change 
somewhere in your plot, that will 
make the story better. Do it, and 
compare the changed story to your 
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original one. Youwillat once know 
which is the better one, If both are 
‘equally good, then congratulations! 
You have become a writer! 

The next thing to choose, is the 
title to your story, Remember that 
the title should be as short as 
possible, and also striking! The title 
should be able to say what the story 
is about, or what it is trying to 
convey, It should also arouse the 
curiosity of the person who is going 
to read it 

So write down all the possible 
titles that your story can have, and 
choose the one that tells you about 
the story in the shortest way 
possible. Now in my example, ‘Han: 
sel and Gretel’ is the title. The 
reader wonders, “Who are Hansel 
and Gretel?" and he is curious to 
read their story 

Similarly, you too should choose 
atitle that makes the reader curious 







about your story. 
So, now you have the guidelines 
of writing. You may not get it right 


the first time. But your writing 
becomes better and better as you 
gain experience! Have fun! 
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\ce upon a time there was a 
[poor wood-cutter who worked 
day and night to support his family 
When at last he had saved some 
money, he called his son and told 
him, “You are my only son. I shall 
give you my hard-earned money 
so that you may go to school and 
have a gopd education. Then, when 
Tbecome old, and my limbs become 
useless, you can support me,” 





And so, the little boy went to 
school, He was a bright and intelli 
gentboy and he studied well. After 
many years of beinga student, the 
wood-cutter’s savings came to an 
end, and so, his son had to leave 
the school. 

His father was unhappy. “Iwant 
‘ed you to study well and become 
rich, my son,” he said. “Now you 
too will have to become a wood 
cutter and struggle to eam your 
money.” 

““|will come with you to the forest 
father," said the son, But, the wood- 
cutter had only one axe, So the 
son borrowed an axe from their 
neighbour, to use until he could 
buy one for himself 

The next day, both father and 
son went to the forest to cut wood, 











After working hard, they stopped 
to have their lunch at mid-day. 

“Father, I shall take my share of 
lunch and stroll about looking at 
the flowers, birds, and their nests,” 
said the son. 

So, ashe walked on through the 
forest looking at its creatures, he 
suddenly thought he heard a far- 
away voice call him. “Let me out! 
Please let me out!” it cried. 

The boy went towards the voice, 
but couldn’t find anything. He 
called, “Where are you?” 

“Here | am, under the roots of 








boy, after digging under the roots 
soon discovered alittle glass bottle 
with a piece of cork init. Inside the 
bottle was something that was jump- 
ing up and down, like a frog. “Let 


me out!” called thingin the bottle. 

The kind student soon opened 
the cork, and the ‘thing’ inside the 
bottle came out and began growing 
into a monstrous looking fellow, 
nearly as big as the tree. 

“Do you knowwhat your reward 
isforlettingme out?" the monstrous, 
spirit asked, 

“How do I know?” asked the 
boy, who wasn't in the least bit 
afraid. “I must break your neck for 
it” answered the spirit. “Then,” 
said the boy. “I should never have 
let you out.” 

“How dare you answer me like 
that? | am the Spirit of the Bottle, 
and whoever lets me out will have 
his neck broken,” said the spirit 

“How do | know, that you are 
the same spirit that was inside the 
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Mother: Darling! If we had just one 
‘apple between the two of us, what! 
would we do? 


Son:I'deatit mother!» Gowp) 


bottle? If you can prove it, you can 
freely break my neck,” said the 
clever, wood-cutter’s son. 

“Wait and see,” said the spirit, 
and he immediately became thin 
and small, and entered the bottle 
again. No sooner was he inside, 
than the boy shut the bottle with 
the cork, and again buried it among 
the roots. 

As he was preparing to walk 
away, the spirit who now realised 
his foolishness, cried out, “Let me 
out! Let me Out! I will not break 
your neck. | shall give you wealth 
enough for a life-time. Listen to 
me!" 

“No.” answered the boy. “You 
will only break my neck if [let you 
out.” 

But the spirit promised most 
sincerely not to do so, and the boy 
thought, “I shall risk it. Maybe he 
will keep to his promise” and let 
the spirit out again. 

The spirit now keptto its promise 
and gave the boya bar of steel and 
said, “If you touch a wound with 
one end, it will heal at once, and if 
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you touch iron with the other, the 
iron will turn into silver.” 

“Let me test it,” said the student, 
and he broke off a green branch of 
a tree, and then touched one end 
of the bar of steel tothe place where 
it was broken. Immediately, the 
branch became whole again and 
the student thanked the spirtt for 
his reward. _ This time, the spirit 
politely thariked the student and 
they both parted to go their different 


ways 

When the student went back to 
his father, the wood-cutter said, 
“How long you have been! You 
are shirking your work.” 

“I shall make up for it, father,” 
said the strident, 

“Make up for it! Being idle will 
not make up fort. Start your work!" 
ordered his angry father. 

The student touched the blade 
of his axe with the bar of steel and 
it. immediately turned into silver. 
‘Showing his father the silver axe, 
the student said, "Now you need 
not work hard and wear yourself 
out, father. We will have all the 
money we need.” 

Father and son went back home. 
‘They sold the silver and paid their 
neighbour for his axe. Then, with 
the rest of the money, the student 
completed his education. 

Years later, the student became 
the most famous physician in the 
world because of his bar of steel 
that could cure all wounds. 


RETOLD FROM GRIMM'S 
FAIRY TALES, 
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THE WASHERMAN’s DONKEY 


n Varanasi there once lived a 
Jwasherman. He had been working 
hard one night. Becoming very tired 
he had fallen asleep. 

A thief who had been eagerly 
waiting for a chance to steal the 
valuable things the washerman pos- 
sessed, entered the house later that 
night. 

Tied in the courtyard of that 
house was a donkey and by his 
side sat a dog which guarded the 
house. 

On that night, however, even after 
seeing the thief enter the house, 
the dog kept quiet. 

Seeing this, the donkey asked 
the dog: “Don't you know our 
duty? How Is it then that you do 
not even try to wake the master 
when you see the thief enter his 
house?” 

Dog: I know my duty. You may 
keep the advice to yourself. But if 
you are interested to learn, listen 
to my story. You know how | have 
been guarding this house carefully 
day and night for years now, 


Because of my good work, this 
house has become very safe. But 
now our master thinks that | am 
useless and he gives me little to 
eat.” 

Donkey: “Fool that you are! Hear 
me: he is a bad servant or bad 
master who neglects his duty 
because of some fault of the master 
or friend, You are not a faithful 
servant as you neglect your master 
when he needs you most. | shall 
wake my master in order to warn 
him of the danger.” 

Then the donkey started braying 
so loudly that the tired washerman, 
awoke from his sleep in daze. He 
was so angry that the only thought 
in his mind was to punish the 
donkey for its braying in the middle 
of the night and waking him up s0 
rudely. This he did by beating it 
with a huge stick that lay across the 
room, The poor donkey was beaten 
so hard that every bone in its body 
was broken and itfell down dead. 

Thus for having meddled in the 
affairs of the dog without thought 
the donkey lost its life. 
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